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How much money would you give for your life? How much for your son’s life? How much 
for my life, and for my son’s life? 


This question of the value of life, as compared with the value of property, is the question of our 
time; and never was it more pressing than at this hour. Because of peril to the nation, the government 
asserts the right to take your son and my son and send them to their death. Very well; we love our 
country, and we submit. But what about money—your money and my money, Morgan’s money and 
Rockefeller’s money? Has the government no right to that? 


It is the glaring shame of our political life that we have enforced conscription of manhood, and 
not dared even to suggest conscription of money. Money is sacred, money is established, money has 
its way. When the government wants money it has to go to Wall Street and beg. It has to 
launch enormous campaigns, to convulse the country with excitement, to send out tens of thousands of 
speakers, to waste tens of thousands of reams of paper on advertisements and appeals, to persuade those 
who have money to let it be used for the war. 


And even then, the government does not really get the money—it only gets the use of it for a few 
years; it has to promise to repay and meanwhile to pay interest at four per cent. !n other words, it has to 
establish a new and more permanent form of privilege, it has to endow parasitism, to root in our land 
forever the very evils of injustice and exploitation which it seeks to destroy in Europe. 


Billions upon billions of profits are being made out of this war; fortunes beyond telling and be- 
yond belief are being piled up by the insiders of the Coal Trust, the Steel Trust, the Copper Trust, the 
Oil Trust, the Beef Trust, the Powder Trust. While your son and my son are dying in the trenches, the 
owners of these gigantic profit-machines are making twenty, forty, sometimes as high as eighty per cent 
upon their capital stocks; and in most cases these stocks have been so watered that the true rate of profit 
is thousands of per cent on the original investments. 


We strive to be a democracy; we think that England is a monarchy. But in England the govern- 
ment takes for war purposes eighty per cent of war profits, and is planning now to take twenty-five per 
cent of capital as well. But in this country we take only a billion a year in an excess profits tax, while we 
raise fifteen or twenty billions by the method of mortgaging the labor of the future—the labor of your 
sons and my sons, after they come back crippled from the war. 


If there is any life left in the radical movement of America, if there is any real care for democracy 
in the hearts of our people, they will send to Washington during the next few months an overwhelming 
clamor for the true measure of justice in war-time—Conscription of Wealth. Let the government take 
eighty per cent of incomes over five thousand dollars, and a hundred per cent of incomes over ten thou- 
sand dollars. Why should any man have more than ten thousand dollars while other men cannot get the 
decencies of life? 

And why should the people in the slums of our cities go without decent food, why should our 
children go hungry to school, while hundreds of millions of acres of land are held in idleness by specu- 
lators? Let us have a national land-tax! Let us consciint the idle acres, as well as the idle men, to win 
this war and save Democracy! 
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I drink my blood in secret grief, I weep, 

I cry for truce, I dare not think for long 

Of that which has befallen men. The wrong 


Is too immense. I babble in my sleep 
Of it. I try to think, to understand, 
And am engulfed in wild bewilderment, 
And every frenzied thought is impotent 
Against the awful thought of No-Man’s Land! 


And yet I do not die. I eat and drink, 
I walk the earth, I wear a gown, I see 
A rose. It is the same old world, I think; 
But oh, it was not known before to me 
How Love and Pity vanish as a breath 
When Hate has loosed its hounds of Hell and Death! 
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I am glad to be able to state that the authorities of 
Los Angeles finally concluded there was no chance of 
their being able to hang the young Mexican Socialist 
about whose troubles I have been telling in this maga- 
Palma is now a free man again, and needless to say 
He is going to work on a ranch until 


zine. 
a very happy man. 
the war is over. 


When H. G. Wells made his first visit to America, 
in 1906, I had the good fortune to be the first person he 
looked up. He was not well known at that time, and I 
had never read any of his books. But I recognized at 
once a vivid and authoritative personality, and I got 
everything he had written. I wonder why some live 
publisher does not reprint “The Wheels of Chance,” 
“The Wonderful Visit,” “The Invisible Man,” “The Sea 
Lady,” “Love and Mr. Lewisham’—which are among 
the most charming of English stories. 

Wells presented me his “Modern Utopia,” with the 
inscription: “To the most hopeful of Socialists, from 
the next most hopeful.” We have been running each 
other a race in hopefulness ever since. When I met him 
again in London in 1912, he had fallen far behind. He 
talked about the thousands and thousands of years which 
evolution takes. But the war has revived his vision, as 
you can see from this letter, written when I sent him the 
first issue of the magazine. 
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THE ALBERICH LINE 


We read in our newspapers from day to day of the 
Siegfried line, the Wotan line, and the other heroic sys- 
tems of entrenchments which the Germans have con- 
structed in France. They have not yet told of the Albe- 
rich line, which I propose in this article to map out and 
set before the readers’ view. 


For the benefit of those who may not happen to have 
read Bernard Shaw’s “The Perfect Wagnerite,’ I will 
explain that Richard Wagner was a young German revo- 
lutionist, full of the fervors of 1848, willing to turn out 
upon the streets of Dresden and shoot the soldiers of his 
king. He was forced to flee for his ute, and while in exile 
he wrote a revolutionary music-drama, the hero of which 
he made his intimate friend, the Russian Anarchist 
Bakunin. This Siegfried-Bakunin he showed as a guile- 
less eager-hearted boy in a forest, opposed and ulti- 
mately snared to his death by the powers of darkness and 
deception. First among those powers was Alberich, 
king of the Nibelungs, a race of subterranean dwarfs. 
Alberich steals the Rheingold and forges it into a ring, 
and upon this ring he places a curse: only he who for- 
swears the power of love, who puts from him the joys of 
sentiment—only he can hold this magic ring and domi- 
nate the world. In other words, this ring is Weltmacht, 
it is Realpolitik, it is the power of “blood and iron” by 
which empires are wrought and despotisms are fastened 
upon mankind. It is one of the tragi-comedies of history 
that a race of sentimentalists befuddled with beer and 
national vanity should be giving to themselves the names 
of all their mythological heroes, when to the plain under- 
standing of the rest of humankind they are fulfilling in 
every detail the role of their greatest mythological 
Villain. 


The Alberich line is not the line from Cambrai to St. 
Quentin, nor the line from Arras to Noyon, nor the line 
between any other two cities and towns of France. It is 
a spiritual line, the line of German intrigue which ex- 
tends to every corner of the world where a soldier may 
be seduced, a ship sunk, a factory burned, a barrel of 
cabbage rotted ; it is a line which exists in our own hearts 
and minds; the battle which is being fought over it is 
the battle for our thoughts and feelings at every moment 
of our lives. 


There have been many other despotisms in the world; 
there are other despotisms still existing; but there has 
never been one like that of King Alberich. For this is 
the villainy of discipline and efficiency, it is the Beast 
with the Brains of an Engineer. It has spent three gen- 
erations in training its slaves for its purposes, prepar- 
ing for them not merely a government, a political science, 
an industrial system, but a philosophy, a religion, a liter- 
ature and art. It has studied history and psychology 
for the sole purpose of understanding alien peoples and 
seducing them; and when by its treachery it has brought 
them low, it wrings from them the last kreutzer of their 
sustenance, the last drop of their sweat and blood. To- 
day, as I write, I learn that in Belgium they have regis- 
tered all boys down to 13 years of age, and are dragging 
them from their homes, setting them to grade roads, dig 
trenches, and unload munitions under shell-fire. Can you 


not hear the lash of Alberich cracking over his laden 
dwarfs: 


Hey! to your labor! 

Look that ye hasten! 

Hurry below! 

From the new found shafts now shovel the gold! 
Who grubs not gaily getteth the whip! 

If any be idle Mime shall answer, 

Or make his escape from the sting of my scourge! 
Tarrying still? 

Take ye no heed? 

Tremble in terror, down-trodden race: 

Heed his rule who holds the ring! 


If the type at my disposal included musical notes, I 
would reproduce the quick little hammer-strokes by 
which the great composer has indicated the panic of 
these pitiful slaves of Alberich’s lash. And then the gods 
stroll in te watch the scene, and Alberich in his naive 
knavery boasts of his power and the things he means 
to do with it: 


Riches to raise me, 

Riches to furnish, 

I need Nibelheim’s night. 

But with the hoard that in hollows I heap 
Wonders I count to accomplish. 

My cunning can by its might overmaster the world! 


Wotan asks him questions, and he answers, reveal- 
ing his jealousy, the longing of the creature of darkness 
for his “place in the sun”: 


On radiant heights, 

In visions of rapture rocked are ye; 
The black dwarfs ye look down upon 
Beware! 

Beware of the night-begot host, 

When the Nibelung horde shall upheave 
From night and darkness to day! 


Young Siegfried appeared to us in the present 
world-struggle, and curiously enough he was Russian— 
the same Siegfried-Bakunin of Richard Wagner’s dream. 
He was the young Revolution, clear-eyed, guileless, full 
of generous impulses and noble dreams; and the cunning 
Alberich with his pockets stuffed with Rheingold, and 
with his Tarnhelm, the magic cap of revolutionary for- 
mulas which you take on or off as you please, and which 
makes you invisible to your enemy when you will—he 
seduced the young Siegfried and dragged him down to 
his death. And then Alberich came to young revolution- 
ary Italy, with the same purpose and with almost the 
same success. And now he offers his poisoned cup to 
young revolutionary France, and to young revolutionary 
America! 

The Alberich line extends, as I said before, to every 
corner of the world where there is a threat to Prussian 
world-power. It has assumed every guise; it speaks ev- 
ery language, it studies and plays upon every prejudice. 
It is all things to all men and all women, the original of 
Bunyan’s “Mr. Facing-both-ways.” In Spain it is the 
bosom friend and guardian spirit of Jesuitism, Absolut- 
ism and blackest clerical Reaction. In Mexico it is the 
boon companion of agrarian Revolt, in the Argentine Re- 
public it is the ally of railroad workers’ Syndicalism. In 
the Punjab it is telling cultured Hindus that they have a 
religion and philosophy superior to the Anglo-Saxon; in 
Mississippi it is telling negroes that they may have white 


women to rape. It goes into Ireland and plays all the 
games at once; through the papal intrigue it incites the 
worst forces of clerical reaction, and through the Sinn 
Fein it stirs the dreams of young revolutionary poets. 


Now, I believe in Home Rule for Ireland. My very 
first contribution to revolutionary literature was a poem 
on the coronation of King Edward VII, which I could 
not get published anywhere except in the “Irish World.” 
But there are times and occasions for all things, and the 
hot-hearted and hot-headed Irishman who proposes to 
trip up England under the German Juggernaut is simply 
one more of the poor fools whom Alberich has bewitched 
with his magic ring and his Tarnhelm. Such an Irish- 
man is like a man bitten by a mosquito, and who, in 
order to kill the mosquito, would awaken a sleeping 
rattlesnake on his chest. Any man who knows anything 
about world-affairs can see that if the Prussian power is 
once broken, there will be a labor government in Eng- 
land within a year after the war; and when there is a 
labor government in England, Ireland will have all the 
freedom she wants, and possibly a little more than she 
will be able to use at the outset. 


And now King Alberich has come to America. With 
his sociological experts and his specialists in psychology 
he analyzes us and classifies us, he has our every weak- 
ness tabulated and card-indexed. Have we neglected and 
repressed our half-trained African population? If so, 
Alberich will furnish them with whiskey and incitement. 
Have we left our unskilled casual labor to wander home- 
less and fester in discontent? If so, Alberich will be 
ready with a program of the one big union and the four- 
hour day. Have we Quakers and Tolystoyans and other 
collegiate pacifists? If so, Alberich will get them to- 
gether and preach the Sermon on the Mount, and send 
them out on a peace-ship, and organize them into a score 
of human brotherhood societies. Have we a Socialist 
Party trained in the formulas of Karl Marx? ‘Nothing 
could be better; for Alberich speaks Karl Marx’s lan- 
guage, and knows “Das Kapital” from page one to page 
three-thousand . There is an old saying of the theolog- 
ians that the Devil can quote Scripture for his own pur- 
pose, and now we Social-revolutionists discover to our 
bewilderment and dismay that Alberich, King of the 
Nibelungs, forswearer of love and master of cruelty and 
cunning, knows how to quote the Communist Manifesto 
for his most diabolical purposes. 


A couple of months ago I made a speech before the 
Russian Revolutionary Society of Los Angeles, on the 
first anniversary of the Russian Revolution. I pointed 
out to these transplanted Bolsheviki that the only hope 
for their Revolution today lay in the armies which we 
were shipping across the Atlantic, in the face of the 
clamorous protests of nearly all American revolutionists. 
I told of a Socialist comrade with whom I had been talk- 
ing that very day, a Russian-Jewish woman, wife of an 
elected Socialist official in New York; I said that I had 
no doubt whatever of the entire sincerity of that woman- 
comrade, but that if the German Kaiser had had the 
dictating of all her utterances, he would not have had 
to change a single word. I learned that this woman 
comrade was deeply incensed at my statement. She 
thought that I had called her pro-German—which I had 


not done. I was merely saying that she had been be- 
witched by the magic Tarnhelm of Alberich, who knows 
the language of Karl Marx, and can quote the Com- 
munist Manifesto—always outside his own country, of 
course, and whenever it has the effect of weakening the 
power of his enemies, stirring up mutiny in their armies 
and strikes in their munition-factories. 


The purpose of this article is to appeal to my friends 
and comrades, the Socialists of America. I know that 
there are a few Germans among them, and these I excuse, 
because they are Germans, and it is natural for them to 
to be what they are. The rest I know to be Americans, 
and as honest and sincere and true people as you can 
find anywhere in the country. But they have never read 
Wagner’s musical dramas, nor studied the German mili- 
tary and political system, and so they do not understand 
the working of the Nibelung ring and Tarnhelm; they 
are going right on repeating the formulas of Social Revo- 
lution—and when the last chance of survival of the most 
infamous despotism that has ever poisoned the life of hu- 
manity depends upon precisely that blind repetition of 
revolutionary formulas in America, England, Italy and 
France. They have set their face toward the goal of 
Revolution, and shut their eyes and started to march 
forward; and the cunning Alberich has sowed the path- 
way with mines, and set man-traps, and dug pits with 
poisoned stakes in the bottom! 


Comrades, it does not matter how much revolutionary 
fervor you may have; if you have not judgment and dis- 
cretion therewith, you are like the engineer of a loco- 
motive who builds up his fires and crowds up steam in 
his boiler and opens the throttle wide—and forgets to set 
his switches! 


The Kingdom of Alberich is on the verge of bank- 
ruptcy today. One shove more, and over it will go; one 
last effort of all the forces of decency and progress, and 
the power of the Nibelung ring is broken, the Tarnhelm 
is torn from the head of the master knave. It is a simple 
fact, so plain before our eyes that any child can see it, 
that Germany cannot pay her war debts today, and that 
her only hope of solvency lies in conquest and indemni- 
ties. The rulers of Germany know that, and the people 
are slowly realizing it. If we can only get enough men 
to France, and hold thé line this summer, a revolution 
in Germany next fall or winter is as certain as sunrise; 
and if once the German people are free, the rest of the 
world may have Socialism when it will. It is still not 
too late for the American Socialist Party to save the 
credit and good name of the movement by calling a 
special convention, and taking the American comrades 
out of the trenches of the Alberich line. 


The leaders of the Party have seen what has hap- 
pened to one state after another which has come under 
the heel of the Prussian war-lords: Poland, Silesia, 
Schleswig-Holstein, Alsace-Lorraine, Belgium, Serbia, 
Roumania, Armenia, Courland, Livonia, Ukrania and 
Crimea. Is this list not long enough? Does anyone 
wish to add Western France, Italy and England? Or 
is the Party relying upon the fact that there is no chance 
of its program being carried out? We who wish above 
all things to persuade the word that our programs are 
meant to be carried out! 


THE LIBERATOR FOR JUNE 


A New Radical Magazine Edited by Max Eastman 15 Cents 


The Story of the Masses Trial By FLOYDSDELL 


A full account of the two week’s trial of Max Eastman, Floyd Dell, 
Art Young and Merrill Rogers of the old Masses staff, on a charge 
ot “Conspiracy” under the Espionage Act. 

Illustrated by ART YOUNG 


The Truth About Russia By JOHN REED 


John Reed has just returned from Petrograd, bringing intimate infor- 
mation about the Bolsheviki altogether unknown to American readers. 
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MONEY-LAND AND NO-MONEY-LAND 


The first issues of this magazine have received little 
mention in the Los Angeles newspapers. We have won- 
dered why, and it has occurred to us that possibly the 
reason may be that we failed to “boost” the climate and 
other charms of the locality, according to the custom of 
those who prosper. So in this third number we are go- 
ing to try again. We will tell why tourists should come 
to Southern California; we promise them an experience, 
never before mentioned in any guide-book, so far as we 
know. Come to Los Angeles, rich and prosperous, and 
hear General Nicholas Zogg tell about Zapataland, where 
there is no money at all! 

We are not sure how true it all is. We are sure the 
little General himself believes every word of it; but he 
is of a fervid temperament, and as we listen we suspect 
he may be coloring this and that. It simply can’t be 
true! For these Mexicans are low-down, ignorant peo- 
ple, Indians, or mongrels; they wont work, except at a 
guitar; and if they were to do what General Zogg says 
they have been doing for five years, it would overturn all 
our ideas about business and politics, all the solemn 
“laws” which we have solemnly learned out of text-books 
of economic science. So what would be the use of edu- 
cation, what would be the meaning of a college degree? 


No, it is just a chapter out of Bellamy, or Sir Thomas 
More, or H. G. Wells, or Pouget and Pataud, “How We 
Brought About the Social Revolution.” The sort of 
thing we have read so many, many times—somebody’s 
dream of how he would arrange the world if he had it all 
his own way! We simply don’t take it in when the little 
General fixes his quick eyes upon us and declares: “But 
this is real! It is going on! It has been going on for 
five years! It will go on forever, if we can keep foreign 
capitalists out!” 

It seems that the wretched Indian peons in the five 
Southernmost states in Mexico revolted and drove out 
their masters and landlords; they took the brass check 
on their wrists, a badge of slavery which it was death 
to remove, and made it into a badge of citizenship, which 
it is death to imitate or forge. There are no landlords 
in Zapataland, nor any bankers, nor any priests, nor any 
lawyers, nor any business-men of any sort; nor is there 
any of the thing by which and for which all bankers, 
priests, lawyers, and business-men exist—money., Think 
of it—three millions of people, inhabitating a territory of 
ninety thousand square miles, have existed for five years 
without any money! 

They have a perfectly free communism, as free as any 
Anarchist propagandist ever dared to imagine. Every- 
body works a few hours a day; everything that is pro- 
duced is public property, and all who have the badge of 
citizenship help themselves to whatever they want. And 
there is always enough; nobody has to steal or cheat, and 
nobody refuses to work—if he does, the rest throw him 
into the river. They have no liquor, because nobody 
has motive enough to manufacture it; they are starting 
all the schools they can, because everybody wants to un- 
derstand all the interesting things that are going on. 

General Zogg compels the respect of Americans, be- 
cause he is a man of wealth—that is, he was a man of 
wealth under the old regime. He is cultured and grac- 


ious, looks like an Italian, and speaks with a pair of elo- 
quent and slender hands. If I were to tell his own life- 
story in a book, you would call it melodrama, as utterly 
impossible as his real Utopia. After the first revolution, 
he became governor of Lower California; and there was 
a hundred and ninety thousand dollars in taxes due on 
six hundred and fifty thousand acres of land owned by 
Harrison Gray Otis, proprietor of the Los Angeles 
“Times.” The old Walrus of the “Times” was not ac- 
customed to paying his taxes at home, so, of course, he 
had no idea of paying them to a bunch of low-down 
peons. General Zogg was told to collect them; but Otis 
being a Gringo, and having the Gringo government be- 
hind him, it was hard to bring him terms. So Zogg came 
up to Los Angeles, and laid before Otis a plot for a 
counter-revolution. This was the sort of thing Otis was 
accustomed to paying for, so he put up a hundred and 
ninety thousand dollars for arms and ammunition to 
overthrow Carranza; and Zogg went back to Mexico 
and reported that he had collected the taxes! 

But the Mexican made the mistake of returning to 
Los Angeles, where Otis was the government; so Otis 
had him grabbed—on a charge of over-drawing his bank 
account a few dollars. Zogg had thousands of dollars 
in other Los Angeles banks when he made that little 
slip, but that didn’t help him—his witnesses were driven 
away, and he was railroaded to Folsom for a couple of 
years! 

The little General claims to have a letter from Otis, 
offering him twenty-five thousand dollars to blow up the 
Imperial dam. You see, Otis wanted to “break’’ Car- 
ranza, he wanted riots and disorder, so as to force Amer- 
ican intervention in Mexico. And the Imperial dam is a 
ticklish proposition, being just inside the Mexican bor- 
der, but controlling the water-supply of the whole of 
Imperial valley in California. To blow up this dam 
would mean ruin to the people of a whole county; but, 
if it brought on a war, it would have doubled or trebled 
the value of the six hundred and fifty thousand Mexican 
acres belonging to General Otis. Zogg declares that he 
has been arrested three times by various American au- 
thorities in an effort to get that letter from him; but they 
haven’t succeeded yet, becatise he keeps it in Mexico. I 
find it easier to believe his story, because of the fact that 
Harry Chandler, son-in-law, heir and successor to Otis, 
was recently indicted by the Federal authorities for try- 
ing to ship arms into Mexico. 

Why attack a dead man? you may ask. The reason 
is—one might paraphrase the old song: 


Old Otis’ body lies a-mouldering in the grave, 
But his soul goes cursing on. 


Once every twenty-four hours the Los/ Angeles “Times” 
appears, and pours its venom over all movements for 
social progress. It is the most abusive and most bigoted 
newspaper in America, so far as I know; its news col- 
umns are as dishonest as its editorial, while its advertis- 
ing columns are a mass of patent-medicine fakes. Its 
profits are over half a million a year, and it sets the in- 
tellectual standards of this Roof-garden of the World. 
Needless to say such a newspaper as this is deeply 
and reverently religious. Every Monday it prints a 
couple of pages of extracts from sermons; and now and 


then its editorial page breaks into a spiritual ecstacy. I 
clipped a sample last month—two columns, twelve point 
leaded, with caps here and there: “THE ONE TRE- 
MENDOUS THOUGHT.” 


And what is this thought which overwhelms the 
“Times”? The thought “that in this war the world is 
to be made safe, not so much for democracy, as for men’s 
souls.” This war, “sinister, cruel, bloody and bestial 
though it be,” has placed our soldier-boys under the 
care of religion. “Upon the Protestant soldiers are the 
sleepless eyes of the Young Men’s Christian Association. 
Around our Catholic soldiers are the faithful arms of the 
Knights of Columbus.” Christianity had been weaken- 
ing before “the noisy school of the sciences”; but— 


Now cometh the war! And behold, a professedly Christian 
world that had been slipping away from belief in THE GREAT 
MIRACLE OF THE AGES, now swings back to the old be- 
lief again. The Christian world is more truly Christian. 

This then is the striking fact of the war. 

And this is the one tremendous thought. 


You will be more able to appreciate this fervor, since 
you know how the man who hired the writer was spend- 
ing his profits. Yet tens of thousands of old ladies read 
this religious guff with tears of pious ecstacy in their 


eyes! 


THE HIGH ROMANCE 


A funny thing has happened to me. You remember 
how last month I told about a young writer whom I had 
befriended and helped with money; and how he had. be- 
come a Roman Catholic, and was ridiculing this maga- 
zine, calling its editor “A Prophet for Profits.” 

Well, the day the magazine was out, there came in 
the mail a book, “The High Romance,” by Michael Wil- 
liams; it is called “A Spiritual Autobiography,” and is 
the story of his life, the quest of his soul for happiness 
and peace. Naturally, I turned first to the part in which 
he tells about his friendship for me; and when I found 
that he had made Helicon Hall ridiculous, I was hot, 
and I sat down and wrote another article about Mike 
Williams. God, how I did roast him! 

After which I retired, and read the rest of the book. 
And to my great chagrin, I found that it was a sincere 
book and a beautiful book. That is the honest truth 
about it, and may I turn into a Papist myself if I refuse 
to say so! 

Mike Williams was a poor devil of a wage-slave in 
the cellar of a department-store. He had tuberculosis, 
and he drank, as nearly all wage-slaves learn to do. But 
also he read books and dreamed dreams and formed an 
ideal of high art. He struggled and fought and failed— 
for fifteen years before I knew him his life was one long 
procession of failures, and for the fifteen years since I 
have known him it seems to have been the same. 

That he has fallen into the snares of the priests— 
well, I pity him, but I can see now that he was on the 
way to it all the time. He was a strayed sheep. He had 
been brought up as a child in the Catholic faith, and all 
the time he was being a Socialist and a Yogi and a Spirit- 
ualist and God knows what else, he was seeking for 
those holy thrills of childhood. Now he has got them 
again, and he has converted them into art. So I forgive 


him that he is no longer in sympathy with me, a Social- 
revolutionist. I have torn up my savage review of him, 
and will forget his ridicule—and also that twenty-four 
hundred dollars which he got from me, and which, alas, 
I should so like to have for my magazine! 


GERTRUDE ATHERTON 


I have received a very interesting letter from Ger- 
trude Atherton—she forbids me to call her Mrs., or to 
refer to her as an “authoress’—apropos of my review of 
“The White Morning.” Mrs. Atherton objects to my 
“outburst” against Alexander Hamilton. 


If you had read any inadequate life of him you would know 
that he was not only a poor boy, getting an education and liv-- 
ing as best he could, but that he had the additional handicap of 
illigitimacy. He was in debt all his life, not. only because he 
gave himself so wholeheartedly to establishing this Republic 
that he had no time to make a fortune with his brilliant legal 
attainments, but because his purse was open to a host of im- 
pecunious friends and acquaintances. He was always in debt 
himself, and he died so poor that his rich friends had to pro- 
vide for his family. On the other hand Jefferson (to say noth- 
ing of Washington) was born a rich man, lived the life of a 
rich man (in spite of his affectations) on a plantation worked 
by hundreds of slaves, and died a rich man. If Hamilton ad- 
vocated the “aristocratic idea,” it was because at that time 
nothing but the firmest kind of hand on the most closely con- 
structed machinery could save the country from chaos. The 
people were even less fitted to rule then than now, because the 
percentage of illiteracy was far higher. 


My answer is that I am informed about Alexander 
Hamilton, having read Mrs. Atherton’s life of him. To 
me the fact that a man was born poor, was always in 
debt, and died poor, does not in the least bar him from 
being in spirit a typical aristocrat. There never was 
any country in which class lines were absolutely rigid, 
and a ruling class has always to draw a large part of its 
best blood from classes below it. But it fills those people 
with its own psychology, and makes the doing of its own 
work the condition of their advancement. As an evolu- 
tionist, I, of course, recognize that aristocracies had to 
be, but that doesn’t mean that I am willing to glorify 
them and idealize them, as it seems to me that Gertrude 
Atherton does—or did before the war. 


Now it appears that her views have radically changed. 
She seems willing to contemplate revolution as a not 
wholly undesirable thing. She says: “It seems to me 
that the only hope for something like a redistribution 
of wealth lies in the prolongation of the war, terrible as 
the solution’ may be. The inroads already are very great, 
and in three or four more years, not only would the 
swollen fortunes be pricked, but the minds of the people 
would be socialized, which is equally important.” I re- 
joice in the broadened vision of Gertrude Atherton, and 
look forward to seeing her talents applied to the tasks of 
social reconstruction. 


We wish to call our readers’ attention to the fact 
that we have had prepared some neat little post-cards, 
each good for one year’s subsciiption to this magazine. 
They cost three dollars a half dozen, and can be sold for 
twice that; or they make a gift which will be appre- 
ciated—by us, at any rate! 


THE PROFITS OF RELIGION 


A Study of Supernaturalism as a Source of Income and a Shield to Privilege. 
(Copyright, 1918, by Upton Sinclair) 


Voting is always interesting, and we expected some 
excitement over the question of continuing this work 
as a serial. But I must confess that we did not expect 
to get ourselves into quite such hot water. Such a 
flood of letters, and so impassioned and determined! 
Some of our readers appear to think that we might 
have settled the war by now, if we hadn’t put in this 
serial; others are quite sure that the subject of relig- 
ious exploitation is more important than all the wars 
that ever were fought. 

We don’t mind hurting people’s feelings where it 
is necessary to make them think; but apparently we 
have hurt some people so much that their thinking abil- 
ity is paralyzed. The vote being close, we have made 
the decision ourselves, and will shorten the period of 
suspense for those who can’t make out our purpose. In 
the following pages you will find a few passages con- 


BOOK TWO: THE CHURCH OF GOOD 
SOCIETY (Continued) 


The Court Circular 


The Anglican system of submission has been trans- 


planted intact to the soil of America. When King George - 


the Third lost the sovereignty of the colonies, the bish- 
ops of his divinely inspired church lost the control 
of the clergy across the seas; but this revolution was 
purely one of Church politics—in doctrine and ritual the 
“Protestant Episcopal Church of America” remained in 
every way Anglican. The little children of our free re- 
public are taught the same slave-catechism, “to order 
myself lowly and reverently to all my betters.” The only 
difference is that instead of being told “to honour and 
obey the King,” they are told “to honour and obey the 
civil authority.” 

It is the Church of Good Society in England, and it 
is the same in Boston, New York, Philadelphia, Balti- 
more, Washington, Charleston. Just as our ruling classes 
have provided themselves with imitation English schools 
and imitation English manners and imitation English 
clothes—so in their Heaven they have provided an imi- 
tation English monarch. I wonder how many Americans 
realize the treason to democracy they are committing 
when they allow their children to be taught a symbolism 
and liturgy based upon absolutist ideas. I take up the 
hymn-book—not the English, but the sturdy, independ- 
ent, democratic American hymn-book. I have not opened 
it for twenty years, yet the greater part of its contents 
is a familiar to me as the syllables of my own name. I 
read: 

Holy, holy, holy! All the saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 

Cherubim and seraphim bowing down before Thee, 

Which wert, and art, and ever more shall be! 

One might quote a hundred other hymns made thus 
out of royal imagery. I turn at random to the part head- 
ed “General,” and find that there is hardly one hymn in 
which there is not “king,” “throne,” or some image of 
homage and flattery. The first hymn begins— 


Ancient of days, Who sittest, throned in glory; 
To Thee all knees are bent, all voices pray. 


cerning the orthodox clerical establishments; and if 
you can stay with us through this instalment, you may 
be confident of surviving to the end. 

The August issue will contain “Book Six: The 
Church of the Quacks,” which deals with fake religions 
—that is to say, those religions which have been re- 
vealed within the last hundred years or so. In the Sep- 
tember instalment we shall publish “Book Seven: The 
Church of the Social Revolution,” which gives our con- 
structive suggestions, and indicates the goal which we 
have had in mind from the beginning—a creed based 
upon science and humanity, a creed which is flexible 
and modern, while at the same time giving due rever- 
ence to the great souls of the past, such as Isaiah and 
Jesus and his disciples, who lived and died as proletar- 
ian rebels, and whose ideas have been distorted by 
class-controlled clerical machines. 


And the second— 
; Christ, whose glory fills the skies— 
And the third— 
Lord of all being, throned afar, 
Thy glory flames from sun and star. 

There is a court in Heaven above, to which all good 
Britons look up, and about which they read with exactly 
the same thrills as they read the Court Circular. The 
two courts have the same ethical code and the same man- 
ners; their Sovereigns are jealous, greedy of attention, 
self-conscious and profoundly serious, punctilious and 
precise; their existence consisting of an endless round of 
ceremonies, and they being incapable of boredom. No 
member of the Royal Family can escape this regime 
even if he wishes, and no more can any member of the 
Holy Family—not even the meek and lowly Jesus, who 
chose a carpenter’s wife for his mother, and showed all 
his earthly days a preference for the society of saloon- 
keepers and sinners. 

This unconventional Son lived obscurely; he never 
carried weapons, he could not bear to have so much as a 
human ear cut off in his presence. But see how he figures 
in the Court Circular: : 

The Son of God goes forth to war, 
A kingly crown to gain: 

His blood-red banner streams afar: 
Who follows in His train? 

This carpenter’s son was one of the most unpreten- 
tious men on earth; utterly simple and honest—he would 
not even let anyone praise him. When some one called 
him “good Master,’ he answered, quickly, “Why callest 
thou me good? There is none good) save one, that is, 
God.” But this simplicity has been taken with depreca- 
tion by his church, which persists in heaping compli- 
ments upon him in conventional, courtly style: 

The company of angels: 
Are praising Thee on high; 

And mortal men, and all things 
Created, make reply: 

All Glory, laud and honour, 
To Thee, Redeemer, King. ... . 

The impression a modern man gets from all this is 
the unutterable boredom that Heaven must be. Can one 


imagine a more painful occupation than that of the saints 
—casting down their golden crowns around the glassy 
sea—unless it be that of the Triumvirate itself, compelled 
to sit through eternity watching these saints, and listen- 
ing to their mawkish and superfluous compliments! 

But one can understand that such things are neces- 
sary in a monarchy; they are necessary if you are going 
to have Good Society, and a Good Society church. For 
Good Society is precisely the same thing as Heaven; 
that is, a place to which only a few can get admission, 
and those few are bored. They spend their time going 
through costly formalities—not because they enjoy it, 
but because of its effect upon the populace, which reads 
about them and sees their pictures in the papers, and 
now and then is allowed to catch a glimpse of their 
physical Presences, as at the horse-show, or the opera, 
or the coaching-parade. 


Horn-blowing 


I know the Church of Good Society in America, hav- 
ing studied it from the inside. I was an extraordinarily 
devout little boy ; one of my earliest recollections—I can- 
not have been more than four years of age—is of carry- 
ing a dust-brush about the house as the choir-boy car- 
ried the golden cross every Sunday morning. I remem- 
ber asking if I might say the “Lord’s prayer” in this 
fascinating play; and my mother’s reply: “If you say it 
reverently.” When I was thirteen, I attended service, of 
my own volition and out of my own enthusiasm, every 
single day during the forty days of Lent; at the age of 
fifteen I was teaching Sunday-school. It was the Church 
of the Holy Communion, at Sixth Avenue and Twentieth 
Street, New York; and those who know the city will un- 
derstand that this is a peculiar location—precisely half 
way between the homes of some of the oldest and most 
august of the city’s aristocracy, and some of the ‘vilest 
and most filthy of the city’s slums. The aristocracy were 
paying for the church, and occupied the best pews; they 
came, perfectly clad, aus dem Ei gegossen, as the Ger- 
mans say, with the manner they so carefully cultivate, 
gracious, yet infinitely aloof. The service was made for 
them—as all the rest of the world is made for them; the 
populace was permitted to occupy a fringe of vacant 
seats. 

The assistant clergyman was an Englishman, and a 
gentleman; orthodox, yet the warmest man’s heart I have 
ever known. He could not bear to have the church re- 
main entirely the church of the rich; he would go per- 
sistently into the homes of the poor, visiting the old slum 
women in their pitifully neat little kitchens, and luring 
their children with entertainments and Christmas candy. 
They were corralled into the Sunday-school, where it 
was my duty to give them what they needed for the 
health of their souls. 

I taught them out of a book of lessons; and one Sun- 
day it would be Moses in the Bulrushes, and next Sunday 
it would be Jonah and the Whale, and next Sunday it 
would be Joshua blowing down the walls of Jericho. 
These stories were reasonably entertaining, but they 
seemed to me futile, not to the point. There were little 
morals tagged to them, but these lacked relationship to 
the lives of little slum-boys. Be good and you will be 
happy, love the Lord and all will be well with you; 


which was about as true and as practical as the procedure 
of the Fijians, blowing horns to drive away a pestilence. 

I had a mind, you see, and I was using it. I was read- 
ing the papers, and watching politics and business. I 
followed the fates of my little slum-boys—and what I 
saw was that Tammany Hall was getting them. The 
liquor-dealers and the brothel-keepers, the panders and 
the pimps, the crap-shooters and the petty thieves—all 
these were paying the policeman and the politician for a 
chance to prey upon my boys; and when the boys got 
into trouble, as they were continually doing, it was the 
clergyman who consoled them in prison—but it was the 
Tammany leader who saw the judge and got them out. 
So these boys got their lesson, even earlier in life than I 
got mine—that the church was a kind of amiable fake, « 
pious horn-blowing; while the real thing was Tammany. 

I talked about this with the vestrymen and the ladies 
of Good Society; they were deeply pained, but I noticed 
that they did nothing practical about it; and gradually, 
as I went on to investigate, I discovered the reason— 
that their incomes came from real estate, traction, gas 
and other interests, which were contributing the main 
part of the campaign expenses of the corrupt Tammany 
machine, and of its equally corrupt rival. So it appeared 
that these immaculate ladies and gentlemen, aus dem Ei 
gegossen, were themselves engaged, unconsciously, per- 
haps, but none the less effectively, in spreading the pesti- 
lence against which they were blowing their religious 
horns! 

So little by little I saw my beautiful church for what 
it was and is: a great capitalist interest, an integral and 
essential part of a gigantic predatory system. I saw that 
its ethical and cultural and artistic features, however sin- 
cerely they might be meant by individual clergymen, 
were nothing but a bait, a device to lure the poor into the 
trap of submission to their exploiters. And as I went on 
probing into the secret life of the great Metropolis of 
Mammon, and laying bare its infamies to the world, I 
saw the attitude of the church to such work; I met, not 
sympathy and understanding, but sneers and denuncia- 
tion—until the venerable institution which had once 
seemed dignified and noble became to me as a sepulchre 
of corruption. 


BOOK THREE: THE CHURCH OF THE 
SERVANT GIRLS 


Charity 


As everyone knows, the “society lady” is not an in- 
dependent and self-sustaining phenomenon. For every 
one of these exquisite, sweet-smelling creatures that you 
meet on Fifth Avenue, there must be at home a large 
number of other women who live sterile and empty lives, 
and devote themselves to cleaning up after their luckier 
sisters. But these “domestics” also are human beings; 
they have emotions—or, in religious parlance, “‘souls;” 
it is necessary to provide a discipline to keep them from 
appropriating the property of their mistresses, also to 
keep them from becoming enceinte. So it comes about 
that there are two cathedrals in New York: one, St. 
John the Divine, for the society ladies, and the other, 
St. Patrick’s, for the servant-girls. The latter is located 
on Fifth Avenue, where its towering white spires divide 


with the homes of the Vanderbilts the interest of the 
crowds of sight-seers. Every Sunday morning, early, 
before “Good Society” has opened its eyes, you may see 
the devotees of the Irish snake-charmer hurrying to their 
orisons, each with a little black prayer-book in her hand. 
This “Catholic” cathedral, with its system of thought, 
becomes the next object of our consideration. 

Some years ago Mr. Thomas F. Ryan, traction and in- 
surance magnate of New York, favored me with his justi- 
fication of his own career and activities. He mentioned 
his charities, and, speaking as one man of the world to 
another, he said: “The reason I put them into the hands 
of Catholics is not religious, but because I find they are 
efficient in such matters. They don’t ask questions, they 
do what you want them to do, and do it economically.” 

I made no comment; I was absorbed in the implica- 
tions of the remark—like Agassiz when some one gave 
him a fossil bone, and his mind set to work to recon- 
struct the creature. 

When a man is drunk, the Catholics do not ask if it 
was long hours and improper working-conditions which 
drove him to desperation; they do not ask if police and 
politicians are getting a rake-off from the saloon, or if 
traction magnates are using it as an agency for the con- 
trolling of votes; they do not plunge into prohibition 
movements or good government campaigns—they simply 
take the man in, at a standard price, and the patient 
slave-sisters and attendants get him sober, and then turn 
him out for society to make him drunk again. That is 
“charity,” and it is the special industry of Roman Cathol- 
icism. They have been at it for a thousand years, clean- 
ing up loathsome and unsightly messes—“plague, pesti- 
lence and famine, battle and murder and sudden death.” 
Yet—puzzling as it would seem to anyone not religious 
—there were never so many messes, never so many dif- 
ferent kinds of messes, as now at the end of the thousand 
years of charitable activity! 

But the Catholics go on and on; like the patient 
spider, building and rebuilding his web across a door- 
way; like soldiers under the command of a ruling class 
with a “muddling through” tradition— 


Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to do and die. 


And so of course all magnates and managers of industry 
who have messes to be cleaned up, human garbage-heaps 
to be carted away quickly and without fuss, turn to the 
Catholic Church for this service, no matter what their 
personal religious beliefs or lack of beliefs may be. Some- 
where in the neighborhood of every steel-mill, every 
coal-mine or other place of industrial danger, you will 
find a Catholic hospital, with its slave-sisters and attend- 
ants. Once when I was “muck-raking” near Pittsburgh, 
I went to one of these places to ask information as to the 
frequency of industrial accidents and the fate of the vic- 
tims. The “Mother Superior” received me with a look 
of polite dismay. “These concerns pay us!” she said. 
“You must see that as a matter of business it would not 
do for us to talk about them.” 

Obey and keep silence: that is the Catholic law. And 
precisely as it is with the work of nursing and almsgiv- 
ing, so it is with the work of vote-getting, the elaborate 
system of policemen and saloon-keepers and ward-heelers 


which the Catholic machine controls. This industry of 
vote-getting is a comparatively new one; but the Church 
has been handling the masses for so many centuries that 
she quickly learned this new way of ‘‘democracy,” and 
has established her supremacy over all rivals. She has 
the schools for training the children, the confessional fo1 
controlling the women; she has the intellectual machin- 
ery, the purgatory and the code of slave-ethics. She has 
the supreme advantage that the rank and file of her 
mighty host really believe what she teaches; they do not 
have to listen to table-rappings and flounder through 
swamps of automatic writings in order to bolster their 
hope of the survival of personality after death! 

So it comes about that our captains of industry and 
finance have been driven to a more or less reluctant alli- 
ance with the Papacy. The Church is here, and her fol- 
lowers are here, before the war several hundred thousand 
of them pouring into the country every year. It is no 
longer possible to do without Catholics in America; not 
merely do ditches have to be dug, roads graded, coal 
mined, and dishes washed, but franchises have to be 
granted, tariff-schedules adjusted, juries and courts man- 


ipulated, police trained and strikes crushed. Under our 
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native political system, for these purposes millions of 
votes are needed; and these votes belong to people of a 
score of nationalities—Irish and German and Italian and 
French-Canadian and Bohemian and Mexican and Portu- 
guese and Polish and Hungarian. Who but the Catholic 
Church can handle these polyglot hordes? Who can fur- 
nish teachers and editors and politicians familiar with all 
these languages? 

Considering how complex is the service, the price is 
extremely moderate—the mere actual expenses of the 
campaign, the cost of red fire and torch-lights, of liquor 
and newspaper advertisements. The rest may come out 
of the public till, in the form of exemption from taxation 
of ¢hurch buildings and lands, a share of the public funds 
for charities and schools, the control of the police for 
saloon-keepers and district leaders, the control of police- 
courts and magistrates, of municipal administrations and 
boards of education, of legislatures and governors; with 
a few higher offices now and then, to flatter our sacred 
self-esteem, a senator or a justice on the Supreme Court 
Bench; and on state occasions, to keep up our necessary 
prestige, some cabinet-members and legislators and jus- 
tices to attend High Mass, and be blessed in public by 
Catholic prelates and dignitaries. 

You think this is empty rhetoric—you comfortable, 
easy-going, ultra-cultured Americans? You professors in 
your classic shades, absorbed in “the passionless pursuit 
of passionless intelligence”—while the world about you 
slides down into the pit! You ladies of Good Society, 
practicing your “sweet little charities,” pursuing your 
“dear little ideals,” raising your families of one or two 
lovely children—while Irish and French-Canadians and 
Italians and Portuguese and Hungarians are breeding 
their dozens and scores, and preparing to turn you out of 
your country! 


Das Centrum 


In order to see clearly the ultimate purpose of this 
Unholy Alliance, this union of Superstitition and the 
Merchants’ and Manufacturers’ Association, we have to 


go to Europe, where the arrangement has been working 
for a thousand years. In Europe to-day we see the whole 
world in conflict with a band of criminals who have been 
able to master the minds and lives of a hundred million 
highly civilized people. As I write, the Junker aristocracy 
is at bay, and soon to have its throat cut; but there comes 
a Holy Father to its rescue, with the cross of Jesus up- 
lifted, and a series of pleas for mercy, written in Vienna, 
edited in Berlin, and sent out from Rome. The Holy 
Father loves all mankind with a tender and touching 
love; his heart bleeds at the sight of bloodshed and suf- 
fering, and he pleads the sacred cause of peace on earth 
and good-will toward men. 

But what was the Holy Father doing through the 
forty-three years that the Potsdam gang were preparing 
for their assault on the world? How was the Holy 
Father manifesting his love of peace and good will? He 
is, you understand, the “sole, last, supreme judge of what 
is right and wrong,” and his followers obey him with the 
utmost promptness and devotion—they express them- 
selves as “prostrate at his feet.” And when the masters 
of Prussia came to him and said: “Give us the power to 
turn this nation into the world’s greatest military em- 
pire”—what did the Roman Church answer? Did it speak 
boldly for the gentle Jesus, and the cause of peace on 
earth and good-will towards men? No, it did not. To 
Bismarck in Germany it said, preciscly as it said to Mark 
Hanna in America: “Give us honors and prestige; give 
us power over the minds of the young, so that we may 
plunder the poor and build our cathedrals and feed fat 
our greed; and in return we will furnish you with votes, 
so that you may rule the state and do what you will.” 

You think there is exaggeration in that statement? 
Why, we know the very names of the prelates with whom 
the master-cynic of the Junkerthum made his “deal.” He 
had tried the method of the Kultur-kampf, and had failed; 
but before he repealed the anti-Catholic laws, he made 
sure that the Church had learned its lesson, and would 
nevermore oppose the Prussian ruling caste. We know 
how this bargain was carried out; we have the record of 
the Centrum, the Catholic party of Germany, whose hun- 
dred deputies were the solid rock upon which the mili- 
tary regime of Prussia was erected. Not a battle-ship 
nor a Zeppelin was built for which the Black Terror did 
not vote the funds; not a school-child was beaten in 
Posen or Alsace that the New Inquisition did not shout 
its “Hoch!” The writer sat in the visitors’ gallery of the 
Reichstag when the Socialists were protesting against 
the torturing of miserable Herreros in Africa, and he 
heard the deputies of the Holy Father’s political party 
screaming their rage like jaguars in a jungle night. All 
over Europe the Catholic Church organized fake labor 
unions, the “yellows,” as they were called, to scab upon 
the workers and undermine the revolutionary movement. 
The Holy Father himself issued precise instructions for 
the management of these agencies of betrayal. Hear the 
most pious and benevolent Leo XIII: 

“They must pay special and principal attention to 
piety and morality, and their internal discipline must be 
directed precisely by these considerations: otherwise 
they entirely lose their special character, and come to be 
very little better than those societies which take no 
account of Religion at all.” 
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It is so hard, you see, to keep a man thinking about 
piety and morality while he is starving! I am quoting 
from the ncyclical Letter on “The Condition of Labor,” 
issued in 1891, and addressed “to our Venerable Brethren, 
all Patriarchs, Primates, Archbishops and Bishops of the 
Catholic World in Grace and Communion with the Apos- 
tolic See.” The purpose of the letter is “to refute false 
teaching,” and the substance of its message is: 


This great labor question cannot be solved except by assum- 
ing as a principle that private property must be held sacred and 
inviolable. 


And again, the purpose of churches proclaimed in 
language as frank as any used in the present book: 


The chief thing to be secured is the safe-guarding, by legal - 


enactment and policy, of private property. Most of all it is 
essential in these times of covetous greed, to keep the multitude 
within the line of duty; for if all may justly strive to benefit 
their condition, yet neither justice nor the common good al- 
lows any one to seize that which belongs to another, or, under 
the pretext of futile and ridiculous equality, to lay hands on 
other peoples’ fortunes. 


And this, you understand, in lands where rapine and 
conquest, class-tyranny and priestly domination have 
been the custom since the dawn of history; in which no 
property-right can possibly trace back to any other basis 
than force. In Austria, for example—Austria, the leader 
and guardian of the Holy Alliance—Austria, which had 
no Reformation, no Revolution, no Kultur-kampf—Aus- 
tria, in which the income of the Catholic Primate is 
$625,000 a year! In other words, Austria is still to a large 
extent a “Priestly Empire ;” and it was Austria which 
began the war—began it in a religious quarrel, with a 
Slav people which does not acknowledge the Holy 
Father as the ruler of the world, but persists in adhering 
to the Eastern Church. So of course to-day, when Aus- 
tria is learning the bitter lesson that they who draw the 
sword shall perish by the sword, the heart of the Holy 
Father is wrung with grief, and he sends out these elo- 
quent peace-notes, written in Vienna and edited in Ber- 
lin. And at the same time his private chaplain is con- 
victed and sentenced to prison for life as Austria’s Mas- 
ter-Spy in Rome! 

It is a curious thing to observe—the natural instinct 
which, all over the world, draws Superstition and Exploi- 
tation together. This war, which is hailed as a war 
against autocracy, might almost as accurately be de- 
scribed as a war against the clerical system. Wherever 
in the world you find the Papal power strong, there you 
find sympathy with the Prussian infamy and there you 
find German intrigue. In Spain, for example; in Ireland 
and Quebec, in Holland and Sweden. The treatment of 
Belgium was a little too raw—too many priests were 
shot at the outset, and so Cardinal Mercier denounces the 
Germans; but you notice that he pleads in vain with the 
Vatican, which stands firm by its beloved Austria, and 
against the godless kingdom of Italy. The Kaiser has 
promised the restoration of the temporal power as a part 
of the peace settlement ; and meantime the law forbidding 
the presence of the Jesuits in Germany has been repealed, 
and all over the world the propagandists of this order are 
working for the Kaiser. Sir Roger Casement was a de- 
yout Catholic, and so is “Jim” Larkin, the Irish labor- 


leader who is touring America denouncing the Allies. 
The Catholic Bishop of Melbourne opposed and beat con- 
scription in Australia; and it was Catholic propaganda of 
treachery among the ignorant peasant-soldiers from 
Sicily which caused the breaking of the Italian line at 
Tolmino. So deeply has this instinct worked that, in the 
fall of 1917 while the Socialist party in New York was 
campaigning for immediate peace, the Catholic Irish sud- 
denly forgot their ancient horrors. The Catholic “Free- 
man’s Journal” published nine articles favoring Socialism 
in a single issue; while even “The Tablet,” the diocesan 
paper, began to discover that the Socialists were not such 
bad fellows after all. The same “Tablet” which a few 
years ago allowed Father Belford to declare that Social- 
ists were mad dogs who should be “stopped with a 
bullet”! 


BOOK FOUR: THE CHURCH OF THE SLAVERS 


Face of Caesar 


The thesis of this book is the effect of fixed dogma in 
producing mental paralysis, and the use of this mental 
paralysis by Economic Exploitation. From that stand- 


point the various Protestant sects are better than the — 


Catholic, but not much better. The Catholics stand upon 
Tradition, the Protestants upon an Inspired Word; but 
since this Word is the entire literary product, history 
and biography, science and legislation, poetry, drama and 
fiction of a whole people for something like a thousand 
years, it is possible by judicious selection of texts to 
prove anything you wish to prove and to justify anything 
you wish to do. The “Holy Book” being full of poly- 
gamy, slavery, rape and wholesale murder, committed by 
priests and rulers under the direct orders of God, it was 
a very simple matter for the Protestant Slavers to con- 
struct a Bible defense of their system. 

They get poor Jesus because he was given to irony, 
that most dangerous form of utterance. If he could come 
back to life, and see what men have done with his little 
joke about the face of Caesar on the Roman coin, I think 
he would drop dead. As for Paul, he was a Roman bure- 
aucrat, with no nonsense in his make-up; when he or- 
dered, “Servants obey your masters,” he meant exactly 
what he said. The Roman official stamp which he put 
upon the gospel of Jesus has been the salvation of the 
Slavers from the Reformation on. 

In the time of Martin Luther, the peasants of Ger- 
many were suffering the most atrocious and awful mis- 
ery; Luther himself knew about it, he had denounced the 
princely robbers and the priestly land-exploiters with 
that picturesque violence of which he was a master. But 
nothing had been done about it, nothing ever is done 
about it—until at last the miserable peasants attempted 
to organize and win their own rights. Their demands do 
not seem to us so very criminal as we read them today; 
the privilege of electing their own pastors, the abolition 
of villeinage, the right to hunt and fish and cut wood in 
the forest, the reduction of exorbitant rents, extra pay- 
ment for extra labor, and—that universal cry of peasant 
communes whether in Russia, England, Mexico or six- 
teenth century Germany—the restoration to the village 
of lands taken by fraud. But Luther would hear nothing 
of slaves asserting their own rights, and took refuge in 
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the Pauline sociology: lf they really wished to follow 
Christ, they would drop the sword and resort to prayer; 
the gospel has to do with spiritual, not temporal, affairs ; 
earthly society cannot exist without inequalities, etc. 

And when the peasants went on in spite of this, he 
turned upon them and denounced them to the princes; 
he issued proclamations which might have been the in- 
structions of Mr. John Wanamaker to the police-force of 
his “City of Brotherly Love’: “One cannot answer a 
rebel with reason, but the best answer is to hit him with 
the fist until blood flows from the nose.” He issued a 
letter: “Against the Murderous and Thieving Mob of 
Peasants,” which might have come from the Reverend 
Woelfkin, Fifth Avenue Pastor of Standard Oil: “The 
ass needs to be beaten, and the populace needs to be con- 
trolled with a strong hand. God knew this well, and 
therefore he gave the rulers, not a fox’s tail, but a sword.” 
He implored these rulers, after the fashion of Methodist 
Chancellor Day of the University of Syracuse: “Do not 
be troubled about the severity of their repression, for it 
will save many souls.” With such pious exhortations in 
their ears the princes set to work, and slaughtered a hun- 
dred thousand of the miserable wretches ; they completely 
aborted the social hopes of the Reformation, and cast 
humanity into the pit of wage-slavery and militarism for 
four centuries. As a church scholar, Prof. Rauschen- 
busch, puts it: 

The glorious years of the Lutheran Reformation were from 
1517 to 1525, when the whole nation was in commotion, and a 
great revolutionary tidal wave seemed to be sweeping every 
class and every higher interest one step nearer to its ideal of 
life... . . . The Lutheran Reformation had been most truly re- 
ligious and creative when it embraced the whole of human life 
and enlisted the enthusiasm of all ideal men and movements. 
When it became “religious” in the narrow sense, it grew schol- 


astic and spiny, quarrelsome, and impotent to awaken high en- 
thusiasm and noble life. 


Deutschland ueber Alles 


As a result of Luther’s treason to humanity, his 
church became the state church of Prussia, and Bible- 
worship and Devil-terror played their part, along with 
the Mass and the Confessional, in building up the Junker 
dream. A court official—the Oberhofprediger—was set 
up, and from that time on the Hohenzollerns were the 
most pious criminals in Europe. Frederick the Great, the 
ancestral genius, was an atheist and a scoffer, but he be- 
lieved devoutly in religion for his subjects. He said: “If 
my soldiers were to begin to think, not one would remain 
in the ranks.” And Carlyle, instinctive friend of auto- 
crats, tells with jocular approval how he kept them from 
thinking: 

He recognizes the uses of Religion; takes a good deal of 
pains with his Preaching Clergy; will suggest texts to them; and 
for the rest expects to be obeyed by them, as by his Sergeants 
and Corporals. Indeed, the reverend men feel themselves to be 
a body of Spiritual Sergeants, Corporals, and Captains, to whom 
obedience is the rule, and discontent a thing not to be indulged 
in by any means. 

So the soldiers stayed in the ranks, and Frederick 
raided Silesia and Poland. His successors ordered all the 
Protestant sects into one, so that they might be more 
easily controlled; from which time the Lutheran Church 
has been a department of the Prussian state, in some 
cases a branch of the municipal authority. The clergy- 


man, before he gets his job, has to swear, not merely to 
be the Kaiser’s slave, but also to be his spy. Here are the 
words of his solemn oath: 

I will be submissive, faithful and obedient to his Royal 
Majesty,—and his lawful successors in the government,—as my 
most gracious King and Sovereign; promote his welfare accord- 
ing to my ability; prevent injury and detriment to him; and 
particularly endeavor carefully to cultivate in the minds of the 
people under my care a sense of reverence and fidelity towards 
the King, love for the Fatherland, obedience to the laws, and all 
those virtues which in a Christian denote a good citizen; and I 
will not suffer any man to teach or act in a contrary spirit. In 
particular I vow that I will not support any society or associa- 
tion, either at home or abroad, which might endanger the public 
security, and will inform His Majesty of any proposal made, 
either in my diocese or elsewhere, which might prove injurious 
to the State. I will preach the word as His Gracious Majesty 
dictates. 


In other words, as we heard it in eleventh century 
England, “I will be liege man of yours for life and limb 
and earthly regard!” 


Der Tag 


In 1848, when the people of various German states 
demanded their liberty, it was an ultra-pious king of 
Prussia who sent his troops and shot them down—pre- 
cisely as Luther had advised to shoot down the peas- 
ants. At this time the future maker of the German Em- 
pire rose in the Landtag and made his bow before the 
world; a young Prussian land-nagnate, Otto von Bis- 
marck by name, he shook his fist in the face of the new 
German liberalism, and incidentally of the new German 
infidelity : 

Christianity is the solid basis of Prussia; and no state 
erected upon any other foundation can permanently exist. 


The present Hohenzollern has diligently maintained 
this tradition of his line. It was his custom to tour the 
Empire in a train of blue and white cars, carrying as 
many costumes as any stage favorite, most of them mili- 
tary; with him on the train went the Prussian god, and 
there was scarcely a performance at which this god did 
not appear, also in military costume. After the failure 
of the “Kultur-kampf,” the official Lutheran religion was 
ordered to make friends with its ancient enemy, the Cath- 
olic Church. Said the Kaiser: 

I make no difference between the adherents of the Catholic 
and Protestant creeds. Let them both stand upon the founda- 
tion of Christianity, and they are both bound to be true citizens 
and obedient subjects. Then the German people will be the 
rock of granite upon which our Lord God can build and com- 
plete his work of Kultur in the world. 

And later on this heaven-guided ruler conceived the 
scheme of a Berlin-Bagdad railway, for which he needed 
one religion more; he paid a visit to Constantinople, and 
made another debut and produced another god—with 
the result that millions of Turks are fighting under the 
belief that the Kaiser is a convert to the faith of Mo- 
hammed! 

Then came The Day, and the field-gray armies 
marched forth, and the Pauline-Lutheran God marched 
with them. The Kaiser, as usual, acted as spokesman: 

Remember that the German people are the chosen of God. 
On me, the German emperor, the spirit of God has descended. 


I am His sword, His weapon and His viceregent. Woe to the 
disobedient and death to cowards and unbelievers. 


As to the Prussian state religion, its attitude to 
the war is set forth in a little book written by a high 
clerical personage, the Herr Consistorialrat Dietrich 
Vorwerk, containing prayers and hymns for the soldiers, 
and for the congregations at home. Here is an appeal 
to the Lord God of Battles: 


Though the warrior’s bread be scanty, do Thou work daily 
death and tenfold woe unto the enemy. Forgive in merciful 
long-suffering each bullet and each blow which misses its mark. 
Lead us not into the temptation of letting our wrath be too 
tame in carrying out Thy divine judgment. Deliver us and our 
ally from the Infernal Enemy and his servants on earth. Thine 
is the kingdom, the German land; may we, by the aid of Thy 
steel-clad hand, achieve the fame and the glory. 

It is this Herr Consistorialrat who has perpetrated the 
great masterpiece of humor of the war—the hymn in ~ 
which he appeals to that God who keeps guard over 
Cherubim, Seraphim, and Zeppelins. You have to say 
over the German form of these words in order to get the 
effect of their delicious melody—“Cherubinen, Seraphi- 
nen, Zeppelinen!’ And lest you think that this too- 
musical clergyman is a rara avis, turn to the little book 
which has been published in English under the same title 
as Herr Vorwerk’s “Hurrah and Hallelujah.” Here is 
the Reverend S. Lehmann: 

Germany is the center of God’s plans for the world. Ger- 
many’s fight against the whole world is in reality the battle of 


the spirit against the whole world’s infamy, falsehood and 
devilish cunning. 


And here is Pastor K. Koenig: 

It was God’s will that we should will the war. 

And Pastor J. Rump: 

Our defeat would mean the defeat of His Son in humanity. 
We fight for the cause of Jesus within mankind. 

And here is an eminent theological professor, ex- 
pounding the new revelation: 

The deepest and most thought-inspiring result of the war is 
the German God. Not the national God such as the lower na- 


tions worship, but “our God,” who is not ashamed of belonging 
to us, the peculiar acquirement of our heart. 


Running the Rapids 


And now, can you form to yourselves a clear concept 
of what it means to society that practically all its moral 
teaching should be in the hands of men who are incapable 
of clean, straight thinking? That all the intellectual 
prestige of the Church should be lent to the support of 
vagueness, futility, and deliberate evasion? Here we are, 
all of us, caught in the most terrific social crisis of his- 
tory; I search for a metaphor to picture our position, and 
I recall a canoe-trip in the wilds of Ontario, hundreds of 
miles down a long swift river. You sit in the bow of the 
canoe, your partner in the stern, watching ahead; and 
there comes a slide of smooth green water, and you go 
over it, and into a torrent of foaming white, which seizes 
you and rushes you along with the speed of a race-horse. 
With every sense alert, you watch for the rocks, and 
when you see one, you dip your paddle on one side or 
the other and with a quick motion draw the canoe clear 
of the danger. If by any chance you fail to do it, over 
you go, and your partner with you, and all your belong- 
ings go down-stream, and maybe you are sucked into a 
whirlpool, and not seen for several hours afterwards. 
Precisely like this is the voyage of life, for the whole of 
society and for every individual. The paddle which would 


save us from the rocks is experimental science; but in 
most of our canoes we put a man who has no paddle, but 
a Holy Book, and he casts up his eyes and murmurs 
words in ancient Greek and Hebrew, and now and then, 
when he sees an especially formidable obstruction—a 
war, or the gonococcus, or the I. W. W.—he casts a 
holy wafer upon the foaming torrent. 

And mind you, it isn’t as if I could save myself and 
you could save yourself; we are all in the same canoe, 
and we all go overboard together. You, perhaps, have a 
son who is drafted into the trenches in winter-time, and 
drowned in blood and mud, because in Europe the Cath- 
olic party supported militarism, and kept aristocratic 
criminals in control of states. Or you find yourself in- 
volved in a marital tragedy, and in order to free yourself 
from unendurable misery, you are obliged to go to law- 
courts dominated by the tradition of Paul, the Roman 
bureaucrat, who despised women, and regarded marriage 
as a means of gratifying an unclean animal desire. “It is 
better to marry than to burn,” he said, with unmatchable 
brutality ; and so of course those who think him a voice 
of God can form no conception of the dignity and grace 
of love, and if you want sound and wholesome sex- 
conventions, you will be as apt to find them among the 
Ashantees or the Kamchadals as among the followers of 
the Apostle to the Gentiles. 

You go to a so-called “divorce-court,”’ which is domi- 
nated by this Christian taboo, and exists for the purpose 
of barring you from a second chance at the gratification 
of your unclean animal desire. You are not permitted to 
tell your own story, for that would be “collusion; you 
listen while your intimate friends recite the pitiful and 
shameful details of your domestic misfortune, under the 
cross-questioning of lawyers who have suppressed for the 
time whatever decent instincts they may possess, and 
follow blindly the details of a prescribed procedure, at 
the cost of all sincerity, humanity and truth. The next 
morning you find that the privacy guaranteed you by law 
has been taken from you by corrupt court officials, who 
have sold copies of the testimony to the newspapers, so 
that all the intimate details of where you slept and where 
your wife slept and what you saw your wife doing have 
been thrown out to journalistic jackals, who scream with 
glee as they rend the carcass of your dead love. And in 
the end, perhaps, you find that you have gone through 
this horror for nothing—the august court with its Roman 
Catholic judge throws out your petition, its suspicions 
having been excited by the fact that when you discovered 
your domestic tragedy, you sought to behave like a 
civilized person, with pity and self-restraint, instead of 
like a sultan in Turkey, or a basso in an Italian grand 
opera. 

Birth Control 

I assert that the control of our thinking on ethical 
questions by minds enslaved to tradition and priestcraft 
is an unmitigated curse to the race. The armory of sci- 
ence is full of weapons which might be used to slay the 
monsters of disease and vice—but these weapons are not 
allowed to be employed, sometimes not even to be men- 
tioned. Consider the misery which is piling itself up in 
the slums of our great cities—the degenerate, the defec- 
tive, the insane, who are multiplying as never before in 
history. There exists a perfectly harmless and painless 
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method of sterilizing the hopelessly unfit, so that they 
can not reproduce their hopeless unfitness; but religion 
objects to this operation, and so the law does not make 
use of this knowledge. There exists a simple, entirely 
harmless, and practically costless method of preventing 
conception, which would enable us to check the blind and 
futile fecundity of Nature, and to multiply as gods in- 
stead of as animals. Consider the festering mass of mis- 
ery in the slums of our great cities; consider the millions 
of terrified, poverty-hounded women, bearing one half- 
nurtured infant after another, struggling desperately to 
feed and care for them, and seeing them drop into the 
grave as fast as they are born—until finally the mother, 
worn out with the Sisyphean labor, gives up and follows 
her misbegotten offspring. Consider how many women, 
in their agony and despair, make use of the methods of 
the primitive savage, to escape from Nature’s curse of 
fecundity. Dr. Wm. J. Robinson has estimated that in 
the United States alone there are a million abortions 
every year; and consider that all this hideous mass of 
suffering—a bloody European war going on continually, 
unheeded by any newspaper correspondent—might be 
avoided by the use of a simple sterilizing formula, which 
we are not permitted to give! The Federation of Catholic 
Societies have placed a law upon the statute-books of 
the nation, and of all the states as well; the whole power 
of police and courts and jails is at the service of religious 
bigots, and a young girl is sent to prison and forcibly fed 
with a tube through the nose for telling poverty-ridden 
slum-women how to keep from becoming pregnant! 

And go among the sleek, cynical men of the world, 
the judges and district attorneys, the commissioners of 
correction and doctors who perpetrated this infamy under 
a so-called “reform” administration in New York City— 
and what do you find? The first thing you find is that 
they themselves, one and all, practice birth-control with 
their wives or their mistresses. The second thing you 
find is that the statute-books are crowded with other 
laws which they make no pretense of enforcing; for ex- 
ample, the law which forbids the saloons to be open on 
Sunday—which law they take the liberty of understand- 
ing to mean that the saloons shall not have their front 
doors open on Sunday. You will find that they are not at 
all afraid of the religious taboos; they are afraid of the 
religious vote—and even more they are afraid of the cam- 
paign contributions of sweat-shop manufacturers and 
landlords, who cannot see what would become of pros- 
perity if the women of the slums were to cease to breed. 
So once more we discover the wolf in sheep’s clothing, 
the trader, making use of Tradition-worship; hiding be- 
hind the skirts of devout old maiden aunts and grand- 
mothers, who repeat the instructions which God gave to 
Adam and Eve, “Be fruitful and multiply and replenish 
the earth.” As if God were as blind as a Fifth Avenue 
preacher, and could see no difference between the Garden 
of Eden, full of all fruits that grow and all creatures that 
run and fly and swim, and a modern East Side tenement- 
room, with an oil stove and no windows and no water- 
closet, and the price of cabbage seven cents a pound! 


Sheep 


There are more than a hundred thousand Protestant 
churches in America. They own more than a billion dol- 


lars’ worth of property, and in the West and South they 
dominate the intellectual life of the country. I do not 
wish to be unfair in what I say of them. They are far 
more democratic than the Catholic Church; they fight 
valiantly against the liquor traffic and those forms of 
graft which are obvious, or directly derived from vice. 
There are among their clergy many men who are honestly 
seeking light, and trying to make their institutions a 
factor for progress. But they are caught in the spirit 
Lutheran scholasticism, narrow and ignorant, dogmatic 
and jealous; and they cannot help it, because they are 
pledged by their creeds and foundations to Tradition- 
worship; they have to believe certain things because 
their ancestors believed them, they have to act in certain 
ways, because of certain facts which existed in the world 
three thousand years ago, but which now are known only 
to historians. 

You are familiar with the habit of a herd of sheep to 
follow the example of their leader; if this leader leaps 
over a stick, all the rest will leap when they come to that 
spot, even though the stick may have been taken away in 
the meantime. The scientist explains this seeming- 
foolishness by the fact that sheep once lived in high 
mountains, and fled from their enemies in swiftly rushing 
herds; when the leader leaped across an abyss, the others 
had to leap, without waiting to see in the dust and con- 
fusion. Now there are no mountains and no enemies, but 
the sheep still jump. And in exactly the same way the 
tailor still sews buttons at the back of your dress-coat, 
because a couple of hundred years ago all gentlemen wore 
swords; in the same way our railroad builders make cars 
narrow and uncomfortable and liable to overturn, because 
a hundred years ago all cars were hauled by mules. In 
the same way the Orthodox Hebrew will eat no pork, in 
spite of the fact that the microscope affords him complete 
protection against disease; the orthodox Catholic will not 
eat meat on Friday, because he thinks Jesus was crucified 
on that day; the orthodox Anglican will not marry his 
deceased wife’s sister, because of something he reads in 
Leviticus; the orthodox Baptist requires total immersion 
in a climate quite different from that of Palestine; the 
orthodox Methodist refuses to enjoy fresh air and exer- 
cise on the Sabbath. 


In ancient Judea, you see, the people lived an open-air 
life, tending sheep and working the fields; so it was an 
excellent thing for them to rest from labor one day of 
the week, and to gather in temples to hear the reading 
of the best literature of their time. But nowadays the city 
slave spends his week-days shut up in an office, poring 
over a ledger, or in a sweat-shop, chained to a sewing- 
machine. Obviously, therefore, the thing to do on the 
seventh day is to lure him into the open air, and persuade 
him to run and play. But do we do that, we human sheep? 
We write ancient Hebrew laws upon our modern statute- 
books, and if the city slave goes into a vacant lot and tries 
to play base-ball, we send a policeman and take him to 
jail, and next morning he is fined five dollars, and prob- 
ably loses his job. 

In the city where I live, a city supposed to be free and 
enlightened, but in reality heavily burdened with 
churches, there are tennis courts built and paid for out 
of public funds, my own included; yet I cannot use these 
tennis courts on Sunday, because of the ancient Hebrew 


taboo. My mail is not delivered to me, the swimming 
pool in the park is closed to me, the library is closed 
nearly all day. If I enquire about it, I am told that it is 
desirable that city employees should have one day’s rest 
a week; but when I ask why it might not be possible to 
relay the employees, so that they might all have one, or 
even two days’ rest a week, and still give the public their 
rights on Sunday, there is no answer. But I know the 
answer, having probed our politics of hypocrisy. There 
is a “church vote” at which all politicians tremble; there 
are clergymen, humanly jealous when their peculiar graft 
is threatened, and hoping that if the law enforces a gen- 
eral boredom, the public may be more disposed to endure 
the boredom of sermons. 


In New York City the theaters are closed on Sunday; 
but moving pictures having come into being since the 
days of Puritan rule, the picture-shows are free to keep 
open. The law permits “sacred concerts’”—which, under 
the benevolent sway of Tammany, has come to mean any 
sort of vaudeville; so what we have is a free rein to the 
imbecilities of Charlie Chaplin and the obscenities of 
Anna Held and Gaby Deslys—while we bar the greatest 
moralists of our times, such as Ibsen and Brieux. 

I speak with some crossness of this Sabbath taboo, 
because of an experience which once befell me. In the 
second decade of this century of enlightenment and pro- 
gress, in our free American democracy, whose constitu- 
tion proclaims religious toleration, and forbids the estab- 
lishment by the state of any form of worship, I was made 
to serve a sentence of eighteen hours in the state prison 
of Delaware for playing a game of tennis on the Sabbath. 
I was duly arrested upon a warrant, duly sentenced by 
a magistrate, duly clad in a prison costume, duly set to 
work upon a stone-pile, duly locked up over night in a 
steel-barred cell full of vermin—in a building housing 
some five hundred wretches, black and white, thirty of 
them serving life-terms under circumstances which never 
permitted them a breath of fresh air nor a glimpse of the 
sunshine or the sky. They had no exercise court to their 
prison, and the inmates were not permitted to speak to 
one another, but ate their meals in dead silence, and 
walked back to their cells with folded arms, and had their 
only occupation working for a sweat-shop contractor ; 
this on the outskirts of the capital city of Wilmington, 
with no less than ninety-one churches! The writer was in- 
formed that he would return to this institution regularly 
every week unless he abandoned his godless habit of play- 
ing tennis on a private club court on Sunday; he only 
escaped the painful punishment by making the discovery 
that at the Wilmington Country Club it was the custom 
of the leading officials of the city and state to play golf 
every Sunday, and by threatening to employ detectives 
and have these mighty ones arrested and sent to their 
own prison. Which shows again the importance of un- 
derstanding the relationship of Superstition and Big 


Business! 
(To be Continued) 


“The Profits of Religion” will be published complete in book 
form on August 15th next. It will be printed in the same clear 
type as in this magazine, and on good paper. We ask our read- 
ers to place their orders in advance, so that we may have the 
means to get the book ready. The prices are: Single copy, 
paper, 50c postpaid; three copies, $1.20; ten copies, $3.00; single 
copy, cloth, $1.00 postpaid; three copies, $2.25; ten copies, $6.00. 


President Wilson: 


I have on my desk a letter from a workingman in a 
California village, who tells me the story of his life. He 
is fifty-six years of age, broken down from excessive toil, 
“with a crippled wife on crutches, and a thirteen year 
old daughter to feed, shelter, clothe and school.” He 
lives on war-bread and beans; he has almost forgotten 
the taste of meat. “As for clothes, we are too glad to 
get ‘cast-offs’ for charity. I have been sick, and am ten 
months behind on my rent-bill, to say nothing of food, 
light and fuel bills.” 


This man tells me of the books he has read, and 
the movements of his mind. He knows that he is ex- 
ploited, he knows precisely how; yet he writes on letter 
paper with a little American flag, and tells me: “I have 
come to see it as an honest Socialist’s duty to support 
such principles as President Wilson’s, and to fight, in 
spite of all I know about the war-profiteers, for the end of 
militarism, Kaiserism and oppression.” 

Over this broad land are millions of such working- 
men; I myself have talked to thousands of them—men 
who slave all their lives for a pittance, and know that 
their fate in the end is to be thrown on the scrap-heap, 
broken-backed, crippled, wrung dry. I have seen them 
plundered, starved, turned out of house and home; I have 
seen them when they tried to strike, jailed, beaten, 
slaughtered, made the victims of elaborate campaigns of 
falsehood by government, pulpit and press. I swore vows 
of eternal war upon the infamous profit system of which 
these men were the victims; and I did not think there 
lived upon earth a ruling-class statesman, preacher or 
pressman who could win me for one hour from these 
vows. 


But you have won me, as you won the old laborer in 
the California village. You have won me, not because 
you have a flow of golden speech, and my trade makes 
me sensitive to its charm; you have won me because I 
have watched your mind and seen its workings; I have 
seen you meeting one issue after another, picking it to 


pieces and boring to the heart of it, breaking your way 
through shams and lies, and seeking the truth. You 
have had to choose your subordinates among Southern 
Democrats, old-fashioned gentlemen, some of whom 
know no more about modern social problems than they 
know about the dodo; but you yourself have been for- 
ward-looking ; you have been patient, you have been de- 
termined, and in the great issues that have arisen, you 
have stood for Democracy. You have come to be the 
symbol of Democracy—not merely to the enslaved and 
exploited of California, but to those of England and 
France and Italy, of Palestine and Mesopotamia and In- 
dia and Central Africa. 

There come to my desk letters of another sort— 
from men who do not trust your promises, and jeer at 
me for trusting them; who call me a fool, or worse, a 
traitor to the radical movement. I do not blame these 
men—any more than you would blame them if you knew 
what they have suffered, the outrages of which the profit 
system has made them the victims or the witnesses. 
Some of them are in jail now, others of them are on the 


_way to jail; because not even for their fear of German 


militarism would they abate their hostility to the Ameri- 
can profit-system. 

Mr. President, I send you this message—this prayer, 
as well as I know how to pray. Do not disappoint all 
those humble millions who look to you with their humble 
hopes! Do not justify the embittered men who are 
jeering at us for trusting a ruling-class statesman! Stand 
fast for Democracy! Stand fast for it, not merely in 
the midst of war-terrors, but when the war-terrors are 
over, when those who have seized the occasion of war to 
plunder the public are seeking by all devices of knavery 
to hold onto their blood-bought gains Stand fast for 
Democracy, not merely in the war against the Kaiser, 
but in the greater war which is coming, the war against 
Privilege and Parasitism at home! The chance to do 
this will be yours; if you do it, there will be in all his- 
tory no statesman whose name is written so high in the 
hearts of men! 


Frank Harris writes me a friendly letter about the second 
issue of the magazine. I appreciate his kind words the more 
because I have set up as a sort of rival. He writes: 


“T have read the whole of this number with keen interest. 
What America most needs, it seems to me, is thoughtful criti- 
cism, and you are giving us some. I do not care a tinker’s 
damn whether I agree with you or do not agree with you; I am 
only glad to hear your voice. I like you most when you are 
writing on Raul Palma, but I also enjoy it when you are writ- 
ing about Mrs. Gertrude Atherton and her highborn heroines, 
or the English land system or the German Junkers, though I 
do not believe in the possibility of a ‘clean peace’ with the 
peoples who went in for the secret treaties published by my 
friends Lenine and Trotsky, and still less with the Germans 
who ate all their declarations and filched all they could from 
starving, broken Russia.” 


Our radicals complain concerning Post Office censorship. 
Starting out new in the magazine field, I make the discovery 
that there are more censorships than I ever dreamed of. There 
is a publication in New York City called “Crowley’s Magazine, 
the Journal for Magazine Sellers.” The editor writes me: 


“Probably most of the news distributors who do not want 


to put out your magazine have a personal or political reason for 
their action, and I frankly confess that after reading your May 
issue, I can see no good purpose that will be served by your 
magazine, particularly at this time. While I am not in favor of 
interfering with the freedom of speech, yet there are certain 
types of writing which seem to me worse than useless, and 
most of your magazine falls under this class in my very small 
mind.” 


Far End, East Preston, Sussex. 
April 19th, 1918. 
Dear Upton Sinclair: 

Thanks for your stimulating magazine. I am certainly in 
sufficient sympathy with it to pay up my dollar, which I here- 
with enclose. Sincerely yours, 

ISRAEL ZANGWILL. 


STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP REQUIRED BY LAW 


State of California, County of os Angeles: Before me personally 
appeared Upton Sinclair, who, having been sworn according to law, 
declares that he is the owner of Upton Sinclair’s; that the publisher, 
editor, managing editor and business manager is Upton Sinclair; and 
that there are no stocks, bonds, mortgages or other securities. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this fifteenth day of April, 
1918. Lillian May Rossiter, Notary Public. } 


“Upton Sinclair’s” is published at 1513 Sunset Avenue, Pasadena, California. Entered as second class matter, Feb. 18, 1918, at the 
post office at Pasadena, California, under Act of March 3, 1879. Subscriptions, one dollar per year, fifty cents for six months, 
twenty-five cents for three months. Price in quantities, twenty copies for one dollar; one hundred copies, four dollars. 


ee ee ee ee ee eS ee 


, ——- 7 


